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correct pedalling ? Such knowledge becomes a part of
one's very nature, certainly of one's muscles. But even
Paderewski with his strong muscles had to abandon the
struggle, when he realized that the pedal would not respond
because it was broken. When he stood up, while the ward-
room cheered and clapped, his arms and one leg ached as
after a fight. But when his hosts, rather self-consciously,
apologized for the instrument, he only laughed, assuring
them that he had often played on inferior pianos.
The whole atmosphere of the ship was propitious. There
were no superfluous gestures, no frivolities, only the logic of
necessity. Paderewski's cabin was small. His cabins on
the large trans-Atlantic liners were much bigger and more
beautiful. Here were no panelled walls, no prettily shaded
lamps. For decoration there were just a few pipes that
ran across the wall towards the ceiling, and the walls were
painted in a strange white colour that was neither grey nor
blue, but both, and which he never remembered having seen
before. There was something inevitable in its cold, matter-
of-fact tone. He felt as never before the ship cleaving
the water: one seemed to be nearer the essentials of the
voyage.
Throughout his life Poland was Paderewski's one great
love. Until now she had been his distant love, courted
from afar with sumptuous presents, with speeches and with
music. But only across seas and mountains could he
perceive her. When a friend exclaimed, one lovely sum-
mer's day at Riond Bosson : " What a blessed country !
Look how gorgeous the snow-covered Alps are ! " Pader-
ewski answered : " I hate them more and more every day.
Don't they hide Poland from me ? " In the course of years
Poland had become more and more a memory, illumined by
the radiance which glows around things past: she was the
idealized mistress, contemplated with sighs and passion.
But now at last the ordeal of waiting was to end. A

